CHAPTER  IX

KABUL,  BROODING  CITY OF  SUSPICION

PERHAPS we were a bit jumpy the afternoon we
drove into Kabul. At any rate there was some-
thing about our reception to make us feel that
we should be unlikely ever to pick this remote
Central Asian city as a place for a holiday. To
be sure, the last few hours of our long, hot trip
across the Afghan Desert from the Khyber to
Kabul had not put us in a particularly cheerful
frame of mind. After swinging around the
sharp curves of the Jagdalak and the Khurd-
Kabul passes, where we had several narrow
escapes from plunging off into space, we had to
buck a simoon all the rest of the way to our
destination, and, when we arrived, our eyes, ears,
and noses were full of sand.

Previous experiences in visiting Oriental
monarchs had led us somewhat to expect that
we should be met by a galloping troop of cavalry
or a string of gaily caparisoned elephants or at
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